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That sun in all his eastern pride Did never see a shape so rare, Nor Night within its black arms hide A silent beauty half so fair.
THE THOUGHT To a Lady, Enquiring After Him in His Travels
SINCE in the travels of your thought, One, chancing from the rest to stray, Your commendations to me brought, And th' errand done, would needs away;
Though I could longer entertain The little traveller with me, And wished for all its fellow train And all its pretty company;
Yet since from me it needs would part, I wished it back again with you; But then I wished too, that my heart Might as its page, or lackey go.
I wished for flying coach as brave, As artificial and as fair, As any thoughts of fashion have, When they ride out to take the air;
Postilion too, and all things gay,
As any of the noble rest,
The thoughts of quality, that stray
From out the lodgings of your breast. . .1649                   RICHARD    LEIGH                        IOI
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